IN THE HINTERLAND
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even in the Casualty Clearing Stations of Flanders, I cannot
recollect greater discomfort than I experienced in this hospital;
and I was grateful to be discharged.

Within a week, however, of being back on duty, the wound
broke and a huge balloon from the inner wall of the stomach
bulged out beneath my shirt. I privately consulted two young
doctors who had just arrived in Salisbury from the medical
schools. One of them had been the anaesthetist during my
operation, and told me frankly and immediately that he had
observed that a complete mess of the job had been made.
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He stated that for the honour of his profession he himself would
operate, with his colleague in attendance, at a different hospital.
I returned to camp requesting to appear before the Com-
mandant-General. I told him the facts, and had the opportunity
also to inform him of my previous service and of the fact that,
having obtained a year's leave of absence, I still held a com-
mission in the Militia of Argyll and Sutherland Highlanders.
Mackenzie Edwards, the Commandant-General, came from just
across the water at Cromarty from my own ancestral home;
and he immediately undertook at his own expense to send me
to Johannesburg for an operation, prior to appointing me as his
own Personal Assistant. But I accepted the invitation of the
two young medical men, one of whom, Huggins, is now the
foremost physician in Rhodesia, and I was one of the first inmates
of the magnificent new hospital erected in Salisbury. I was
placed in a private ward and received regular visits from Colonel